


























There is something oddly desperate about that closing page and a half: the 
― 50 ―
田部井　世志子
convalescent Ursula’s horrified vision, from her windows, of the industrial world 
outside, and then that confident note of prophetic hope in the final paragraph̶a 












である。“rainbow” だけでなく、“arch” “arc” “bow” “iris” “iridescence” といった虹に関連す
る用語が目白押しである。
　And then, in the blowing clouds, she saw a band of faint iridescence colouring 
in faint colours a portion of the hill.  And forgetting, startled, she looked for 
the hovering colour and saw a rainbow forming itself.  In one place it gleamed 
fiercely, and, her heart anguished with hope, she sought the shadow of iris where 
the bow should be.  Steadily the colour gathered, mysteriously, from nowhere, it 
took presence upon itself, there was a faint, vast rainbow.  The arc bended and 
strengthened itself till it arched indomitable, making great architecture of light and 
colour and the space of heaven, its pedestals luminous in the corruption of new 
houses on the low hill, its arch the top of heaven.
　And the rainbow stood on the earth.  She knew that the sordid people who crept 
hard-scaled and separate on the face of the world’s corruption were living still, that 
the rainbow was arched in their blood and would quiver to life in their spirit, that 
they would cast off their horny covering of disintegration, that new, clean, naked 
bodies would issue to a new germination, to a new growth, rising to the light and 
the wind and the clean rain of heaven.  She saw in the rainbow the earth’s new 




















　What was God, after all? If maggots in a dead dog be but God kissing carrion, 
what then is not God? She was surfeited of this God.  She was weary of the Ursula 
Brangwen who felt troubled about God.  Whatever God was, He was, and there was 
































他にも “hiss” “coil” “bite” といった蛇の存在を感じさせるような表現が目白押しである。またカッ
プルたちの抱擁シーンについても、やはり蛇の交尾を想起させる箇所が散見できる。５　物語の舞
台が「マーシュ



























There was only the moving to and fro in the moonlight, engrossed, the swinging in 
the silence, that was marked only by the splash of sheaves, and silence, and a splash 
of sheaves.  And ever the splash of his sheaves broke swifter, beating up to hers, and 
ever the splash of her sheaves recurred monotonously, unchanging, and ever the 
splash of his sheaves beat nearer.  (R 123-24)
［s］音と［∫］音の繰り返しが著しく、まるで蛇がシューシューと音をたてながらあたりを這い回っ
ているような印象を与えている。リズミカルな蛇の動きとその存在を髣髴とさせる効果を醸し出す






















　It was enough for the men, that the earth heaved and opened its furrows to them, 
that the wind blew to dry the wet wheat, and set the young ears of corn wheeling 
freshly round about [...].  So much warmth and generating and pain and death 
did they know in their blood, earth and sky and beast and green plants, so much 
exchange and interchange they had with these, that they lived full and surcharged, 
their senses full fed, their faces always turned to the heat of the blood, staring into the 
sun, dazed with looking towards the source of generation, unable to turn round.  (8-9)
このように大自然の中にあって、「血の交歓」（“blood-intimacy”）（8）を通じて生の充足を感じる
男たちである。一方、女たちはどうだろうか。
　But the woman wanted another form of life than this, something that was not 
blood-intimacy.  [...] She stood to see the far-off world of cities and governments and 














The dragon is one of the oldest symbols of the human consciousness.  The dragon 
and serpent symbol goes so deep in every human consciousness, that a rustle in the 
grass can startle the toughest ‘modern’ to depths he has no control over.
　First and foremost, the dragon is the symbol of the fluid, rapid, startling movement of 
life within us.  That startled life which runs through us like a serpent, or coils within us 
potent and waiting, like a serpent, this is the dragon.  And the same with the cosmos.
　From earliest times, man has been aware of a ‘ power’ or potency within him ‒ 
and also outside him ‒ which he has no ultimate control over.  It is a fluid, rippling 







And the Logos, the good dragon of the beginning of the cycle, is now the evil 




　So the Logos came, at the beginning of our era, to give men another sort of 
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splendor.  And that same Logos today is the evil snake of the Laocoön which is the 
death of all of us.  The Logos which was like the great green breath of spring-time 
is now the grey stinging of myriads of deadening little serpents.（A 94）
また、「大いなる緑の龍」が変化した姿として「赤い龍」と共に「小さなマムシ」という表現もあ
る点を次に指摘しておきたい。
　But alas, the great green dragon of the stars at their brightest is coiled up tight 
and silent today, in a long winter sleep.  Only the red dragon sometimes shows his 









This is how the ideal world is created.  It is invented exactly as man invents 
machinery.  First there is an idea; then the idea is substantiated, the inventor 
fabricates his machine; and then he proceeds to worship his fabrication, and himself 
as mouthpiece of the Logos.  This is how the world, the universe, was invented from 
the Logos: exactly as man has invented machinery and the whole ideal of humanity. 
The vital universe was never created from any Logos; but the ideal universe of man 
was certainly so invented.  Man’s overweening mind uttered the Word, and the Word 
was God.  So that the world exists today as a flesh-and-blood-and-iron substantiation 
of this uttered world.  This is all the trouble: that the invented ideal world of man is 
superimposed upon living men and women, and men and women are thus turned into 








　And no one is coiled more bitterly in the folds of the old Logos than woman.  It 
is always so.  What was a breath of inspiration becomes in the end a fixed and evil 
form, which coils in round like mummy clothes.  And then woman is more tightly 
coiled even than man.  Today, the best part of womanhood is wrapped tight and tense 
in the folds of the Logos, she is bodiless, abstract, and driven by a self-determination 
terrible to behold.  A strange ‘spiritual’ creature is woman today, driven on and on by 
the evil demon of the old Logos, never for a moment allowed to escape and be herself. 
The evil Logos says she must be ‘ significant’, she must ‘ make something worth 
while’ of her life.  So on and on she goes, making something worth while, piling up 
the evil forms of our civilization higher and higher, and never for a second escaping to 
be wrapped in the brilliant fluid folds of the new green dragon.（A 94-95）
そして女はその「灰色の小蛇」に苦しみながらも、一見「最善のもの」に見えるものの実際は「邪
悪の最たるもの」に過ぎないものを、ただひたすら求めるようになってしまったという。
　So, tragic and tortured by all the grey little snakes of modern shame and pain, she 


















He sat with every nerve, every vein, every fibre of muscle in his body stretched on 
a tension.  He felt like a broken arch thrust sickeningly out from support.  For her 
response was gone, he thrust at nothing.  And he remained himself, he saved himself 
from crashing down into nothingness, from being squandered into fragments, by 





They did not think of each other ‒ why should they?  Only when she touched him, 
he knew her instantly, that she was with him, near him, that she was the gateway 
and the way out, that she was beyond, and that he was travelling in her through the 
beyond.  Whither?̶What does it matter?  He responded always.  When she called, 




　Anna’s soul was put at peace between them.  She looked from one to the other, 
and she saw them established to her safety, and she was free.  She played between 
the pillar of fire and the pillar of cloud in confidence, having the assurance on her 
right hand and the assurance on her left.  She was no longer called upon to uphold 
with her childish might the broken end of the arch.  Her father and her mother now 








One thing that is bow-legged / and can’t put its feet together / is the rainbow.[...] 
/ What I see / when I look at the rainbow / is one foot in the lap of a woman / and 
one in the loins of a man. [...] / The two feet of the rainbow / want to put themselves 
together. / But they can’t, or there’d be the vicious circle. / So they leap up like a 
fountain. [...] / Because one foot is the heart of a man / and the other is the heart 
of a woman. / And these two, as you know, / never meet. / Save they leap / high-- 
/ oh hearts, leap high! / --they touch in mid-heaven like an acrobat / and make a 























　She, almost against herself, clung to the worship of the human knowledge.  Man 
must die in the body, but in his knowledge he was immortal.  Such, somewhere, 
was her belief, quite obscure and unformulated.  She believed in the omnipotence of 









She was straining her eyes to something beyond.  And from her Pisgah mount, 
which she had attained, what could she see?  A faint, gleaming horizon, a long way 
off, and a rainbow like an archway, a shadow-door with faintly coloured coping 
above it.  Must she be moving thither?
　[...]  There was something beyond her.  But why must she start on the journey? 
She stood so safely on the Pisgah mountain.  [...]
　Dawn and sunset were the feet of the rainbow that spanned the day, and she saw 








were not the wayfarer to the unknown, if she were arrived now, settled in her 
builded house, a rich woman, still her doors opened under the arch of the rainbow, 
her threshold reflected the passing of the sun and moon, the great travellers, her 
house was full of the echo of journeying.
　She was a door and a threshold, she herself.  Through her another soul was 
coming, to stand upon her as upon the threshold, looking out, shading its eyes for 

















ような在り方について考えるにあたり、「トマス・ハーディ研究」（“Study of Thomas Hardy”） 
からの以下の引用は重要だろう。
That she bear [sic] children is not a woman’s significance.  But that she bear [sic] 
herself, that is her supreme and risky fate:  that she drive [sic]  on to the edge of the 








　While we live, we change, and our flowing is a constant change.
　But once we fall into the state of egoism, we cannot change.  The ego, the self-
conscious ego remains fixed, a final envelope around us.  And we are then safe 
inside the mundane egg of our own self-consciousness and self-esteem.
　Safe we are! Safe as houses!  Shut up like unborn chickens that cannot break the 
shell of the egg.  That’s how safe we are!  And as we can’t be born, we can only 









　Away from time, always outside of time!  Between east and west, between dawn 
and sunset, the church lay like a seed in silence, dark before germination, silenced 
after death.  Containing birth and death, potential with all the noise and transition 
of life, the cathedral remained hushed, a great, involved seed, whereof the flower 
would be radiant life inconceivable, but whose beginning and whose end were the 
circle of silence.  Spanned round with the rainbow, the jewelled gloom folded music 
upon silence, light upon darkness, fecundity upon death, as a seed folds leaf upon 
leaf and silence upon the root and the flower, hushing up the secret of all between 
its parts, the death out of which it fell, the life into which it has dropped, the 









　Here the stone leapt up from the plain of earth, leapt up in a manifold, clustered desire 
each time, up, away from the horizontal earth, through twilight and dusk and the whole 
range of desire, through the swerving, the declination, ah, to the ecstasy, the touch, 
to the meeting and the consummation, the meeting, the clasp, the close embrace, the 
neutrality, the perfect, swooning consummation, the timeless ecstasy.  There his soul 
remained, at the apex of the arch, clinched in the timeless ecstasy, consummated.
　And there was no time nor life nor death, but only this, this timeless 
consummation, where the thrust from earth met the thrust from earth and the arch 
was locked on the keystone of ecstasy.  This was all, this was everything.  Till he 
came to himself in the world below.  Then again he gathered himself together, in 
transit, every jet of him strained and leaped, leaped clear into the darkness above, 
to the fecundity and the unique mystery, to the touch, the clasp, the consummation, 
























た（cf. R 237）にもかかわらず、女性の丸みを帯びた肉体のアーチに「知を超越した」（“beyond 
knowledge”）「絶対美」を見ることができるようになる。12
　But now he had given away, and with infinite sensual violence gave himself to 
the realization of this supreme, immoral, Absolute Beauty, in the body of woman.  It 
seemed to him, that it came to being in the body of woman, under his touch.  Under 












　If there is a serpent of secret and shameful desire in my soul, let me not beat it out 




subconsciousness, where I cannot follow it with my sticks.  Let me bring it to the 
fire to see what it is.  For a serpent is a thing created.  It has its own raison d'être. 
In its own being it has beauty and reality.  Even my horror is a tribute to its reality. 
And I must admit the genuineness of my horror, accept it, and not exclude it from 
my understanding.（“The Reality of Peace” P 677、see also 678、679）
内なる生き物の存在を受け入れるために必要なことは、その内なる「高貴な獣」（“the honourable 
beasts”）の声に耳を傾けることである。
　Now we have to educate ourselves, not by laying down laws [...] but by listening.  [...] 
But listening-in to the voices of the honourable beasts that call in the dark paths of the 


























He was another man revelling over her.  There was no tenderness, no love between 
them any more, only the maddening, sensuous lust for discovery and the insatiable, 
exorbitant gratification in the sensual beauties of her body.  And she was a store, a 
store of absolute beauties that it drove him to contemplate.  There was such a feast 
to enjoy, and he with only one man’s capacity.
　[...] it was a duel: no love, no words, no kisses even, only the maddening 
perception of beauty consummate, absolute through touch.（R 236）
「優しさも愛もなく」、あるのはただ彼女の肉体がもつ官能美に対する「狂おしいばかりの探求欲と、
飽くことのない強烈な情欲」ばかり。それは「決闘」に他ならないという。また次の引用も見てみよう。
But in the revelations of her body through contact with his body, was the ultimate 
beauty, to know which was almost death in itself, and yet for the knowledge of 
which he would have undergone endless torture. [...]
　This was what their love had become, a sensuality violent and extreme as death. 
They had no conscious intimacy, no tenderness of love.  It was all the lust and the 

























　He who triumphs, perishes.  [...]  Triumph is a false absolution [...].
　The true crown is upon the consummation itself, not upon the triumph of one over 
another, neither in love nor in power.  The ego is the false absolute.  And the ego 



















They were neither of them quite personal, quite defined as individuals, so much were 













　Then the unconsummated soul, unsatisfied, uncreated in part, will seek to make 
itself whole by bringing the whole world under its own order, will seek to make 

























She only knew that it was not limited mechanical energy, nor mere purpose of self-






　He seemed simply acquiescent in the fact of his own being, as if he were beyond 
any change or question.  He was himself.  There was a sense of fatality about him [...].
　So he seemed perfectly, even fatally established [...].（R 291）
二人の逢瀬の後、「本当の自分」というものを確立し、一人でも行動をするようになったアーシュ













も、「人間の強烈な動物的生命力の象徴」（Sketches of Etruscan Places 165）である馬の群れに襲













































The new dragon is green, or golden, green with the vivid ancient meaning of green, 
which Mohammed took up again, green with that greenish dawn-light which is the 
quintessence of all new and life-giving light.  The dawn of all creation took place in 
greenish, pellucid gleam that was the shine of the very presence of the Creator.  John of 
Patmos harks back to this when he makes the iris or rainbow which screens the face of 
the Almighty green like smaragd or emerald.  And this lovely jewel-green gleam is the 
















The Brangwens had lived for generations on the Marsh Farm, in the meadows 






Two miles away, a church-tower stood on a hill, the houses of the little country 
town climbing assiduously up to it.  Whenever one of the Brangwens in the fields 
lifted his head from his work, he saw the church-tower at Ilkeston in the empty 
sky.  So that as he turned again to the horizontal land, he was aware of something 















　I know the greatness of Christianity: it is a past greatness.  I know that, but for 
those early Christians, we should never have emerged from the chaos and hopeless 
disaster of the Dark Ages.  If I had lived in the year 400, pray God, I should have 
been a true and passionate Christian.  The adventurer.
　But now I live in 1924, and the Christian venture is done.  The adventure is gone 






　And the rainbow stood on the earth.  She knew that the sordid people who crept 
hard-scaled and separate on the face of the world’s corruption were living still, that 
the rainbow was arched in their blood and would quiver to life in their spirit, that 
they would cast off their horny covering of disintegration, that new, clean, naked 
bodies would issue to a new germination, to a new growth, rising to the light and 
the wind and the clean rain of heaven.  She saw in the rainbow the earth’s new 
architecture, the old, brittle corruption of houses and factories swept away, the world 














　This grew and grew upon her.  When she opened her eyes in the afternoon and 
saw the window of her room and the faint, smoky landscape beyond, this was all 
husk and shell lying by, all husk and shell, she could see nothing else, she was 
enclosed still, but loosely enclosed.  There was a space between her and the shell. 
It was burst, there was a rift in it.  Soon she would have her root fixed in a new 
Day, her nakedness would take itself the bed of a new sky and a new air, this old, 























































And I am sure that the ultimate, greatest desire in men is this desire for great 
purposive activity.  When a man loses his deep sense of purposive, creative activity, 













































































The world of nature is wonderful in its revivifying spontaneity.  But oh god, the world 
of man̶who can bear any more?  I can’t bear any more of mankind. [...] At any rate, 
the cooing of the doves is very real, and the blithe impertinence of the lambs as they 
peep round their mothers.  They affect me like the Rainbow, as a sign that life will 












































ネ イ チ ャ ー
命力」を解放したいと望む、抑圧された自己が、馬におびえる夢を見る（cf. “Fantasia of 
the Unconscious” 170-71）と述べている。
15 虹の形態からそれに二つのものの調和を見るハフ（“the harmony of seen and unseen” 59）、
M・ ハ ウ（ “a symbol of eternal reality, born of the interpretation of light and matter” 
Howe 36）、セイガー（“a symbol of the reality̶ ‘new heaven and earth,’ ‘a whole new 
world,’ ‘all that is to be’” 68)、そしてスピルカ（“both elements̶vertical and horizontal, 
spiritual and sensual [...] the symbol of a new kind of oneness with the Infinite [...] and 
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of a new kind of ‘holy knowledge’” 95）を参照。他にもM・フリーマン（“the triumph of 











19 ロレンスの手紙の文面は以下の通りである。“This actually does contain the results 
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